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Crcf. Then fwcct my Lord ile call mine vncklc downe 
Hee ilnall vnbolt the gates. 

Troy l . Trouble him not. 

To bed to bed rfleepe kill thofe pritty eyes. 

And giue as fofc attachment to thy fences,] 

As infants empty of all thought. 

C'ref. Good morrow then. 

Troyl. J prithee now to bed. 

Cref Are yon a weary of me t 

Troy 4.0 C rejfeida ! but that the bufic dav, 

Wak’t by the Larke hath rouzd the ribald Crowes, 

And dreaming night will hide our. ioy es no longer, • 

' I would not Horn thee. 

Cref. Night hath beene too btiefe. 

Tro. Befhtew the witch ! with venemous wights fhe dales 
As tedioufly ashcl!,But flies the gralpes ofloue. 

With wings more momentary fvvift then thought. 

You will catch colde and curfemc. 

Cref. Prithee tarry ,you.mat will neuer tarry, 

O foolifh Crejftid,! 'might haue Bill held of, 

And then yon would hauc tarried- Harkc ther’sonevpi. 

Pand Whats a’l the doorcs open hetre? 

7 ro)l. It is your Vridt- 

C ref. \ peftilence on him-* now will he be mocking r 
2 fhall hauc luch a life. 

Panel. How now, how now.how go maiden-heads, 

H . ere you maide, where’s my cozin Creffeid ? 

Cref Go hang your fclfe.you naughty.mocking vnc!e, 

Y ou b ring me to cioo — -and then you ftoute me to. 

Pand. To do what, to do what ? let her fay whar. 

What haue I brought you to doe? ? 

CreCCome,come,beihrew yourheart,yoisle ncre be good, 

nor fuffer others. . 

Pand. Ha.ha : alas poore wretch : a poors chipocbia, halt 
not flept to night ? would hee net ( a naughty man ) let it 
fleepe,a bug-beare take him. ,,, , 

Cref Did not I tell you ? would he were knockt ith head, 
"Who s that at doore,good vncklego and.fec. One k> oc f** 

“ t 


. 

■■ 



of Troy ha andCreffeidet. 

My Lord , come you againe into my chamber, 

You fmile and mock me, as if 1 meant naughtily. 

Troyl. Ha, ha. , . 

Cref, Come you arcdeceiued,I thinkeof nofuch thing, 
How earnefHy th cy knock,pray you come in. Knock. 

1 would not forhalfe T roy haue you feenc her c, Exeunt. 

Tand. Who’s there ? what’s the matter? w LI you bcatc 
downe the dooreFHownow.what’sthe matter? 
ts£*e.G od morrow Lord,good morrow. 

Pand. Who’s there my Lord tineas *. by my troth I knew 
younot : what lie wes with you foearly? 
oSne. I ■ not Prince T toy Ins heere ? 

Pand. Here.whac fhould he do here ? 
t/£w.Comehe is here.my Lord, do not deny him. 

It doth import him much to fpeake with me: 

Pan. Is he here fay you?its more then I know ile be fworne 
For my owne part L came in late : what fhould hee coc 
hire ? 

zAcne.Who, nay rhen!Come.come,youle do him wrong, 
ere you are ware,youlc be fo true to him, to be falfe to him. 
Do noc you know of him,but yet go fetch him hither,go, 
Troyl. How now, whats the matter ! 
a/Ene. My Lard, I fcarcc haus leifure to falutcyou. 

My mattei is fo ralh : there is at hand, 

Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 

The Grecian Diomed, and our Anthenor 
Deliuei’d to him, and forth-with, 

Ere the firft facrifice,within this houre, 

We nnift giue vp to Diomedes hand 
The Lady C refseida. 

Troyl. Is it fo concluded ? 

tAdne. By Priam and the gcnerall Bate of Troy, 

They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

Troyl, How myatchiuemcntsmock me, 

I will go meete them : and my Lord i/£neas. 

We met by chance, you did notfinde me here. 
t/£»Good,good,my lord, the fecreta ofneighbor Panda? 
Haue not more guift in tacituinitie. Extant, 

H % Tand. 
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